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Good Cop, _Very_ Good Cop 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by the many, many times Alex has dressed up in a policeman\'s uniform, and by a line in Miso\'s 


\"Obey your Master.\" 


Rochester, NY, May 12, 1981 


Geddy could already feel himself blushing. He wasn't a natural at these little "make-believe" games that Alex 
was into, although he had to admit that he usually enjoyed the result.. He felt really, really stupid acting out a 
part, but Alex loved it, and god knows he indulged Geddy's kinks. At least this time Alex assured him that he 
didn't have to wear anything silly, just his usual offstage wardrobe of jeans and a t-shirt, and that all he had 
to do was wait for Alex's signal, then walk from the hotel room's bathroom into the bedroom. He wouldn't tell 


him any more than that, though, saying he wanted to preserve the element of surprise. 


He waited for what felt like forever, wishing that he'd brought a magazine or something into the bathroom 
with him. What the hell was Alex setting up in there? He shuddered to think. Initially reluctant, Alex now 
enjoyed going shopping for kinky things to inflict upon his partner. Not that Geddy was complaining, mind you. 


Finally, Alex called to him from the other room. Geddy cringed a bit as he opened the door, not having any idea 
what to expect. 


"You, there! Halt!" Alex seemed to be going for some sort of a Southern accent. He looked over his shoulder 
toward the sound of his voice. 


Boom! He saw a blue blur as powerful hands grabbed him from behind and shoved him up against the wall. His 


heart beat wildly from the sudden shock. 

"Assume the position, hippie!" 

~'Assume the position’? _What_ position?_ Utterly confused, Geddy stood stock still 

"Are you deaf? Spread 'em!" Alex kicked at Geddy's ankles, and Geddy widened his stance. Then he felt the 
familiar heat and bulk of his lover's body against him as Alex reached around him to plant his hands on the 
wall, the same width apart as his feet. Then Alex stepped back, and began to run his hands roughly over 
Geddy's body. That felt _good_, and he instinctively pushed back into them. 

"Stand still, hippie! | don't trust your sort! Are you packin'?" 

"Uh, n-no?" 

"That's ‘no, Officer!" 

-Ahl_ The light came on. Alex was playing policeman. Well, that was silly. 


"No, Officer." 


"We'll just see about that." He took his time to do a thorough frisking, and by the time he reached Geddy's 
crotch, he definitely had something to feel. 


"What's this?" He squeezed Geddy's erection through his jeans, a little roughly but not quite painfully. 
Geddy was stumped. What was he supposed to say? "Ummm, well, my... dick?" 


Alex again pressed up against him. He was clearly aroused, too. Geddy swore he could feel him pulsing against 
his ass through his jeans, and had to stifle a moan. 


"You a queer, boy? We don't like your sort around these parts. I'm takin’ you down to the station!" Geddy felt 
cold metal on his wrists and heard the click of handcuffs as Alex spun him around, and Geddy saw him for the 


first time since the game had started. 


Alex was indeed dressed in a policemar's uniform, and it suited him. The light blue of the shirt brought out the 


cornflower blue of his eyes. The pants seemed a little tighter than standard-issue, and Geddy could clearly see 
the outline of his cock as it pressed against the thin polyester fabric. He hadn't thought of himself as being 
particularly attracted to uniforms, but Alex looked incredibly hot. 


"What're you starin' at, Fancy-Boy? Get your pretty little ass over here." Obediently, Geddy took a few steps 
over to where Alex was standing, near the couch, which Alex had pulled to the middle of the room. Geddy 
guessed that they were in the "station" now. Alex unzipped Geddy's jeans and pulled them down around his 
knees, bending him over the back of the couch (still handcuffed) as he did so. 


"Don't move a muscle, hippie" Now _this_ was more Geddy's speed. He didn't know why, but he loved feeling 
helpless and vulnerable in front of his lover. He heard a snapping sound, and turned his head to see Alex 


donning a pair of latex gloves and squeezing lubricant on the fingers. 


"Body cavity search. Can't be too careful with degenerates like you." With that, he reached over, spread 
Geddy's cheeks, and inserted his index finger. Geddy moaned. "Mmm, yeah, you like this, don't you, fag?" 


"Unh, y-yes, officer." The index finger was quickly joined by his middle finger, and Alex began to thrust them 
back and forth. The feel of the fingers inside of him was teasing; enflaming his desire without bringing release. 
He endured it for what felt like hours, until finally he could take it no more, and cried out: "Please, Officer! | 


want your dick!" 


The thrusting digits were abruptly pulled from inside of him. Alex bent over, bringing his head level with 
Geddy's. "You calling me a queer? l'm no queer, you pansy. Looks like somebody better teach you a lesson 
about how we do things around here." There was another snapping sound as Alex removed the gloves, 
discarding them in the nearby wastebasket. He then undid the uniform pants and pulled them down along with 
his boxers, freeing his magnificent cock from their confines. He approached Geddy. 


"I think you need somethin’ to clean out that smart mouth of yours. Open up." Geddy moaned softly and opened 
his lips, turning his head to the side to accommodate the position they were in. He loved giving Alex head. Alex 
slipped his cock into his mouth and began slowly pumping in and out. As he did, he was fiddling with something, 
but Geddy's view was obscured by his lover's hips, and he couldn't see what it was. He gave himself over to 
worshipping Alex with his lips and tongue. 


He was so wrapped up in what he was doing that at first, he just groaned with pleasure and pressed 
backwards when he felt the hard shaft entering him. Then he remembered that Alex was in his mouth already, 
and he stopped short. He tensed. At first, he was afraid that it was some other guy, but then he realized that 
whatever Alex was slowly and steadily shoving inside of him was definitely inanimate. It was just about as big 
around as Alex was, but hard and cold like metal, and very straight. It hurt a little bit, and Geddy found 
himself wishing that he hadn't scoffed at Alex's suggestion that they choose a safe word. 


Alex certainly didn't seem to be paying much attention. He had grabbed the back of Geddy's head with his left 
hand and was busily thrusting halfway down his throat, cursing under his breath all the while, awkwardly 


stretching to continue working whatever it was deeper and deeper inside of him. Geddy grunted a little as the 


object reached his prostate, and thankfully Alex stopped its forward motion Now that he knew how deep to go, 


though, he began to move it in and out with increased speed and force. 


Geddy was honestly scared for a moment, worried that something inside of him would tear or break under the 
assault. Soon he discovered that Alex was being careful to only insert the object as far as it could safely go, 
and he began to relax. As he relaxed, his feelings of lust began rising in swelling waves, and his body began 
moving of its own accord, opening to the hard shaft. His mouth was full of his lover, so he begged to be 
fucked with moans and cries instead of words. Alex took the hint and began twisting and sliding whatever it 
was hard and fast, all the while pounding Geddy's tonsils with an increasingly-desperate rhythm. Geddy felt 
himself start to spasm and jolt, muscles clenching in his abdomen as his arousal reached its apex. He bucked 
forward, the exquisitely sensitive skin of the tip of his cock brushing against the rough fabric of the couch, 
and he felt the tightly-wound knots inside of him loosen all at once as the unbelievable pleasure of his climax 
washed over him. Hazily, he heard Alex pant his name, and Geddy sucked, hard, relishing the feeling of Alex's 
dick spurting in his mouth, his salty-warm taste coating his tongue and the back of his throat. 


He felt the toy being pulled out of his ass, and he sagged limply over the back of the couch. Alex unlocked the 
handcuffs, then dropped to his knees beside him and kissed him tenderly, pulling him into his arms. Geddy 
curled close to him, enjoying the warmth and closeness of his beloved. He lay still for a moment, then opened 
his eyes. 

"Alex?" 

"Yeah?" 

"What the hell was that?" 

"What was -- Oh! Yeah! Heh heh..." Looking a little sheepish, Alex hoisted the nightstick that had earlier been 
hanging off the belt of his pants. "It's a real one, too. Authentic, not some chintzy plastic thing. | didn't, uh, 
hurt you, though, did |?" 

"At first, but it ended up being.. wow." 


"And that stuff | said.. You know | didn't mean that, right? | didn't hurt your feelings?" 
"Nah." 


"Thanks.. | appreciate you doing stuff like this." 


Geddy rolled his eyes. "Oh, | suppose if it makes you happy and all. It's not like | liked it or anything, but for 


you." He broke out in a grin. 
"You're an inspiration to us all, truly." Alex tickled him along the ribcage. "Really, though, Dirk, | love you." 


'| love you too, Lerxst:" 


"Wanna go to bed and cuddle for a while?" 


“Anything you say, Officer." Beaming, Alex helped him up off the floor and the two walked over to the bed, 
hand-in-hand. 


